The mofl lametitMc T rdge die 

That to her brother which I faid to thee. 

His Napkin with her true teares all be wet. 

Can do no fcruice on her forrowfull cheekes. 

Oh what a fimpathy of woe is this 1 N , 

As farre from helpe as Limbo is from bliffe. 

£ titer Aron the Moore Alone. 

Moore . Titus Andronicus , my Lord the Emperour, 
Sends thee this word, that if thou louc thy fonnes, 

Lee Marcus , Lucius, or thy felfe old Titus , 

Or any one of you, chop off your hand. 

And fend it to the King, he for the fame, 

Will fend thee hither both thy fonnes aliue. 

And that fhall b e the ra unfome fot their fault. 

Titus. Oh gracious Emperour, oh gentle Aron 3 
DideuerRanenfingfo likcaLarkc, 

That giues fweet tydings of the Sunnes vprife ? 

With all my hart, lie fend the Emperour my hand, 

Good Aron wilt thou help to chopitofft 
Lucius. Stay Father, for that noble hand of thine , 
That hath thiowne downe fo many enemies. 

Shall not be fent : my hand will feruc the tutne, 

JViy youth can better fparc my blood then you. 

And therefore mine fhall faue my brothers liues. 
c^Marc. Which of your hands hath not defended Roffle, 
And reard aloft the bloody Battleaxe, 

Wrighting deftru&ionon the enemies Caftle i 
Oh none of both but are of high defert : 

My handhathbenebutidle,letit feruc 
To raunfome my two nephewes from their death, 

Then hauelkeptittoa worthyend. 

Moore. Nay come agree whofe hand fhall goc along, 
Porfearc they die beforetheir pardon cotne. 

Marcus. My hand fhall goe. 

Lucius, By heauenit fhall not goe'. 




hf Titus An ironkui * . 

r tfm. Sirsflriueno more, fuchwithrcd hearts Uthcfe 
A r c theete for plucking vp, and therefore mine. 

Uscw. Sweet Father, if I fhallbe thought thy fonne, 

Let me redeeme my brothers both from death. 

Marcus. Andfor our fathers fake, and mothers care, 

Now let me fhow a brothers loue to thee. 

Titus. Agree bet weene you, I will fpare my hand* 

Lucius, Then He goe fetch an Axe. 
tJMarc. But I will vfe the Axe. ExttMt * 

Titus. Comehither Aron, He dcceiue them both, 

Lend me thy hand, and I will giue thee mine. 

Moore. If that be cald deceit,! will be honelt. 

And neuer whilft I liue dceeiue men fo : 

But 11c decciue you in another fort. 

And that youlc fay ere halfc an hourc pane. 

Bee cuts off Titus hand* 

Enter Lucius and Marcus again?. 

Titus. Now ftay your ftrife, what fhall be is difpatcht $ 
Good Aron%mt his Maieftie my hand. 

Tell him it was a hand that warded him 
From thoufand dangers.- bid him bury it: 

More hath it merrited : Thatletit hauc. 

Asfor my fonn es, fay I account of them, 

Asiewels purchafl at an eaficprice, 

And yet deere too, becaufel bought mine o^vne. 

Aron. I goe Andronicus , andfor thy hand, 

Lookeby and bytohaue thy fonnes with thee. 

Their headsl meane : Oh how this villanv. 

Doth fat me with the very thoughts of it. 

Letfoolesdoe good, andfaire men call for grace, 

Aron will haue his foule blacke like kis face, Exit. 

F Thus 


